She wouldn't have had the same dream, had she not seen Paradise in their stable. She looked down at the muddy newspapers on the floor. Her husband was not a sharecropper like most of the people who lived on the road, which meant their house was a littie better than the other shacks. He was a rough carpenter who could do a little wiring in a pinch. Their house was kept-up well on the outside?a fairly new coat of paint which had gone through a season quite well, no junk in the yard, but the inside was not tidy at all. In this way, it was just the opposite of the sharecroppers' homes. Often enough, her husband had lectured her: "Those folks up the road, them and the niggers, they do what ever they please, paying nobody's mind, and we have to suffer the consequences; they get away with murder." Still, she envied them, and not their way of life. She hadn't learned to "resent" it yet, like him. He was always telling her how much he "resented" things.
She smiled at herself in the window pane. All her life, even when she was a child, everyone had told her: "Kelly Buck, you have beautiful teeth." Now, thirteen years from when she was getting splinters in her feet from dancing on the gym floor, the free dentist at the County Health Center had told her about how she had "a rare gum disease, common among women your age in similar situations." He looked at her legs, hesitating, when he said "similar." The only thing she could think to say, when he told her: "Those teeth will have to be removed," was "How much money do you get?"
The boy was walking down the road, the crow on his shoulder. He swung a pail. In it were mushrooms and a few stray berries. He wiped a spider from his eye, and the bird spread its wings. It was a spring morning, or going to be.
"I have many mouths to feed, and you're pouring good honey on the floor," her husband said. "Is it the time of morning, or the boy?" "I believe it is both," she said. "This is the third morning in a row he hasn't come for the bread. He just passes by." "They pay the days they don't get it; it don't matter to us. You know how they both are, anyway."
"It matters to me," she said, not looking at him, before he had a chance to finish whatever it was he was saying. The woman looked away when the boy removed his shoe, then she unlatched the screen. A little breeze brought in the heat of his foot. She smelled it with the soaked leather.
"You better get some polish on your hide before you ruin those shoes," the husband said, tying his boots, laced very tight, as he appeared about ready to leave for work.
"I use saddle soap," the boy answered him, taking the warm loaf of brown bread from the woman. His eye went toward the basket, "I've forgotten a cloth again." "I have something to wrap it in," she said.
"Better pour that fruit into the basket, boy; you don't want it to spoil. Your pail is probably full of rainwater." The woman could not find a clean towel, and the last paper sack had gone for her husband's lunch. She reached up in her hair, drawing out a few pins, and undid her blue scarf. The man looked at her as she took down her hair in front of the boy. With pins in her lips, and her thin arms raised above her The boy loped home, trying to make his legs longer than they were. The sun was drying his hair, and sweat was breaking out on his forehead like a fever. By the way, they found orange peelings and a white tuxedo hanging up in the steeple. It was tied to the bellrope. Everybody knew who it was. The jacket was full of peelings."
"Yea, that's the reason I got this family out of that church. Gossip was all the bunch was good for. We go to a fine church now. The children get exposed to Neither the woman nor the boy cared for himself, or for the world; not even the small part of the world around them. They had a little money. After her eyes were open, she raised herself on one arm, took a deep breath through her graceful, aquiline nose, and ran her fingers through the sleeping boy's hair. She meant many things to him he had written in his diary, unknown to anyone but the crow, but she was three things to him, she knew that, even if he was not aware of them. These were the three things she never thought about, the things she liked to think he would not have if it were not for her:
freedom, a lover, and a mother.
To have a son, to be a mistress, and to be unconstrained in all things, this was her way of life, for however long she was able to live it. Silvero would be able to help another few years. By then, the boy's music ought to be good enough to let them know.
She got out of the bed, took off her gown, saw to herself in the bathroom. There was a haze from the morning dew on the mirror; it looked bluish-green. She put a wet log on the fire, then took her elbows in hand, and smelled the 
